no      MY LADY OF ORANGE

to have his revenge for the market-place,
and he sat there (many times have I seen
the like), sat quietly, slowly stroking his
long thin beard, with the pupils of his
eyes growing bigger, and his lips bent in a
cruel smiling curve

It was well planned, and carried out as
well* But one thing he forgot, and that
was the horsemen I led He should have
seen us sooner, perhaps he did, and yet
could not guess what we were For, indeed,
it is a strange design to march with pike-
men two miles in front of their cavalry
Whether he saw us not, we saw him

" Charge I" I shouted "Charge! Vivent
les gueux!"

" Vwent les gueux ?" the men shouted
in answer, and, with the war-cry of the
Netherlands thundering on before us, we
swept down on Alva's wing They tried
to strengthen it, but the time for that had
gone by, and ere any support had come
we had crashed down on their flank, and
ware breaJking through to where St Trend's
piemen rolled like a hedgehog in the
midst. We were through.